Life in the Slum

sounded unusual in an Oriental town where people ought
to be shut up in their houses.

After that the police began to rush about with their
whistles. They fill Baghdad with extraordinary anima-
tion all through the small hours of the night. No burglar
there need ever feel that he may be come upon unawares*
On the other hand, the police do their best to keep honest
householders awake. From street to street they whistle
to each other like nightingales in a wood, only much
louder. And I believe they whistled with especial vigour
under my window, for I had paid the sergeant two rupees,
apparently for this particular purpose.
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